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J]V VENTCALX.Y the
Observer found

^ |H I j IJI |B^V should shudder. A

% H* ^ if r H man who was adtvaistcoats
and muttonchop whiskers

had told him vears and years ajro that
the open sesame to the inferno was the
front door of a poolroom.
The Observer shuddered again.
"This," he said to himself, "is the

place where the youth of the country
are trained to be expert safeblowers
and gas-pipe swingers. I will have to
look Into this."
At first blush the juxtaposition of the

poolroom to hades seemed a little

vague. Why should the click of ivory
have this mysterious, satanic lure?
Why should a long stick, shaped along
the general lines of a fishing pole, be
a demoniac instrument, while a golf
stick is warmly indorsed by press and
Clergy?

*
* *

However, it was not for the Observer
to waste his time in idle speculation.
The first impressions of the Observer
when he had pushed through the doors
were numbing. Here was a class of
l-cupic n no cviucnuy u*u »n»«. nv<.u «,««.

Instead of air they breathed chulk dust
and smoke. The room was full of it
It swirled in great eddies beneath the
brilliant electric ligrhts. It hung in
cumulus c louds along the ceiling. Dimlythe Observer saw groups of figures
standing around heavy tables or contortingthemselves like acrobats as

they tried to hit the balls.
A steady hum of conversation arose,

punctuated by the click-clack of the
rolling balls. Somewhere overhead
there came the rumble of thunder.

Have a table?" asked the proprietor.
"Thank you, no." replied the Observer,

politely: "but I'll take one of those
chandeliers if you don't mind."
"You will not." said the proprietor,

abruptlj*. "And, furthermore, if you
haven't any business here "

The Observer looked at him in mild
surprise.
"Of course. I have business here," he

said. "You don't think I came for
pleasure, do you?"
"A reformer," snarled the proprietor.
"Not exactly." replied the Observer,

modestly, "although I've heard that
moral repairing wouldn't hurt the
place."
"Then, seeing that the proprietor was

aggrieved over something, the Observer
added frankly:
"As a matter of fact, if there is any

graft around here I want to get in on
4* "

"Pool sharp?" asked the proprietor in
slightly mollified tones.

* *

The Observer lied with that easy
grace which is the constant admiration
of his friends.
"Of course," he said.
Then he went toward the back of the

room and picked out a chair which affordeda good view of one of the
games.
Many things in his life have dumfoundedthe Observer. He remembers

the dull feeling of uncomprehension
which overtook him on one occasion
when he ate kuddle muddle. On anotheroccasion, in Police Court, he saw
a damsel of African extraction fined
$30 for chewing the ear of one of her
friends, and he sought vainly for the
explanation of such an ineffective
means of assault.
Among the surprises of his life the

Observer will hereafter catalogue the
poolroom chair. In the first place, you
aren't allowed to move it. The chairs

{SELLING WAR MA1ER1AL. j
By Frederic J. Haskin.

American manufacturers are doing a

brisk business in equipment for the
armies of the European nations at
war. Textile mills, automobile factoriesand big harness shops are acceptinghuge contracts for goods ultimatelyto be delivered in Europe; and
at the same time the demand for foodstuffsand for horses and mules is
steadily increasing.
As far as the manufacturers are

concerned, a dense cloud of mysteryenvelops their operations. A manufacturerin the middle west accepts
a contract to make goods to be deliveredto some person in New York.
He does not know whether the materialhe is turning out will go to Britainor France, to Germany or Austria;
whether it will cross the Atlantic to
help equip the army Italy is holding in
leash, or whether it will cross the
Pacific to find its way to the Russian
army over the trans-Siberian railway.
All he knows is that payment for the
goods is guaranteed by responsible
American agents. Further, he does
not inquire, and even if he were so
curious as to investigate, it is doubtfulif he could find out anything.
For instance, the Bethlehem Steel

Company of Bethlehem, Pa., let a contractfor nearly $3,000,000 worth of
artillery harness and cavalry saddles.
The contract went to a vehicle manufacturerin the middle west, who does
not make harness or saddles, but who
In turn is subletting- the work to severalmidwestern and southern establishments.
Nobody knows where all this harness

is to go, for the models to be made
are of the American type and the deliveryis to be made on the order cl
the Bethlehem Steel Company.In the matter of motor trucks the
Bethlehem Steel Company is reputed
to have been appointed a purchasing
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<M LEA1MS<
are lined up along: the wall and there
they stay. One may occasionally soak
an opponent with a cue. Men have
been known to dig: long, ragged furrowsin the green cloth of the table
top. liut there is no record of a chair
ever having been moved a fraction of
an inch.
The chair itself has the appearance

of having begun life as a metal wicker
basket and then given up when it
found how hopelessly it was bungling
the job, and retired on pension. Each
chair is made of metal. When the occupantmoves, the chair swavs with a
sen tie sighing noise like an old rowboatIn an ocean swell. Each chair accommodatesabout three-quarters of
an ordinary-sized man. Hence he
tucks his kn^es under his chin and
breathes gently lest he push the arms
off the chair and get into trouble with
one of the oflicials.
After the Observer had gotten fairly

accustomed to his surroundings he
looked around cautiously. Beside him,
curled around in the attitude of a well
fed boa constrictor, sat a lean gentlemanwho. despite the heat of the room,
insisted upon wearing his overcoat.
This man had a way of cocking his
head on one side, squinting one eye
as though aiming a gun and holding
this attitude until the shot which had
attracted him was completed.

9
* *

The Observer watched him with profoundinterest. If he had only pointed
his thumb at the table he would have
passed anywhere for an art critic. This
man clearly was an expert. It would
be well to talk with him.
So the expert and the Observer fell

into conversation over the peculiarities
of the game. Simultaneously their attentionbecame riveted on an enormouslystout man who brought his
mastodonic abdominal proportions intosharp relief by wearing a plaid vest.
This individual had thrust his cue behindhim and backed up against the
table. Farther and farther back he
leaned with the cue still behind him.
He breathed like an elderly, liverish
grampus which had overfed itself.
Great beads of perspiration stood upon
his reddened face. Back.back
"We had better hurry for a doctor,"

said the Observer, excitedly. "If that
elephant leans another half inch more
his spine will crack."
The expert ignored him. He was

squinting, all interest.
Just at that moment the corpulent pool

player gave a gargantuan lunge and
hit the cue ball in tfeflance of all the
laws of chance. The cue ball gently
tapped another ball, which slid reluctantlyinto the pocket.
"Got it!" said the fat man in tones of

unctuous satisfaction.
There was a slight ripple of applause.

The game proceeded and the expert
and the Observer were able to resume
their conversation.
"He shouldn't have made the shot

that way," said the expert in a mournfulvoice.
"You bet your life he shouldn't,"

agreed the Observer, heartily. "Why if
that man keeps on like that he's going
to break his neck and his suspenders
and "

"It put him in bad position," stated
the expert.
"Exactly," said the -Observer, overjoyedat being so easily understood. "1

can see that you and I as intelligent
men can discuss this business intelligently.To me his position, as he backedagainst that table, was acutely imitativeof a Zeppelin dirigible caught in
the limbs of a tree. I might add "

"Aw*, shucks," said the expert, in
tones of disgust, "I meant the position
of the cue ball. If he'd shot across the
tabie;.banked the ball.he'd been in
position for his next shot. As it is he
has tangled himself up."

*
* *

Vaguely the Observer felt a sense of
disappointment steal over him. He had
foozled his approach.
But that didn't worry the expert.

Forthwith he deluged the Observer
with wild-eyed polysyllabic technicalitiesof a most astonishing nature. He
talked about English and reverse-Engilish.which the Observer took to mean

the Irish.and carom shots and balks.

agent for the French government, but
there is much doubt as to whether or

not the harness and saddlery equip1ment is destined for France. As to the
motor cars, the steel company invited
(manufacturers to send their cars to
Bethlehem, Pa., to be submitted to
tests. Later the steel company announcedto thirty-seven motor makers
that orders from the French governmentwould be distributed among them,
that delivery might be made promptly.

*
* *

Yet all buying is not so indirect. It
is reported on good authority that the

Russian government place 1

Other an order for a million dol-
lars' worth of motor trucks

Urders. directly with Detroit makers.A steel manufacturing company1
at Sharon, Pa., obtained a direct order
from France for 2,500 automobile
frames.
Another French order for automobileswas distributed directly to five!

motor-making companies, the total ordercalling for 1,700 trucks, to cost
more than $6,000,000. October 7 one

of the large makers of expensive motor
cars recalled all its idle men and
speeded up its plant to full capacity
in order to take care of a shipment
of 180 trucks ordered directly from
Russia.
Several weeks ago it became known

that Italy had purchased a million
pairs of army shoes, in St. Louis, and
there are substantial rumors that this
order has been greatly increased. Close
on the heels of the Italian purchase
came reports that the Greek govern-1
nient also is about to ask for bids fori
all sorts of military supplies of the1
character of transportation and artilleryequipment.
The activity of the Italian government

is the cause of much speculation. The
theory ordinarily accepted in the United
States is that Italy is simply perfecting
her stock of equipment so that she will
be fully prepared should events require
her to abandon neutrality and enter the
great struggle. This same school of
opinion is almost unanimous in predicting
that when Italy does go in she will take
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(Something- like base ball, undoubtedly.
Player takes his base.)
"I assume," said the Observer, in a

feeble voice, when this man had finishedhis address, "that you are one
of the foremost pool players around
these parts. I would like to see you
perform some time, and "

"Aw, shucks!" This seemed to be the'
expert's favorite phrase. "I don't
sh'>ot."
The Observer nodded sagely.
"I see," he said. "You write about

the game. You understand the theory
and the various shots, but you have
never attempted the practical."
The expert was growing weary.
"Say," he said, "what's the idea?"
"I was endeavoring to establish

your status," said the Observer. "Will
you tell me why you put in long
weary hours in learning this complicatedgame if you don't play it and
don't write about it."
The expert was a candid sort of

man.
"I just watch it," he said, simply.
The Observer's admiration for him

deepened. Any man who can hunch
up in an iron chair and watch a game
of pool for hours should get a job ar

professional enthusiast for after-dinner
speakers. He would then have a

shining future before him.
"You just watch?" repeated the Observer.
"That's all," assented the expert.

"And there's lots like me."
*

* *

Soon the Observer found this to be
* *- .Thoro i«j no article
me vciieoi ki ulu. ^ - -

of furniture more strange.yes, and
absolutely uncanny.than the constant
holder of the poolroom chair. Compared
to him the man who roosts In some

the side of the allies against Germany
and Austria.

*
* *

Another story, and one that apparently
finds much credence among those closely

j connected with the British

May Be for government, is that the

p huge Italian orders are
Ixermany. really being placed for

German consumption. It is pointed out
that there is no proof that the alleged
orders from the Italian government are,
in fact, not governmental orders, and say
that the circumstances of their being
placed through commission houses that
ordinarily represent the Italian governmentis not to be given too great weight.
They believe that the equipment being
shipped to Naples and other Italian ports
will find its way across the border into
Austria and thence to Germany; all of
which adds a spice of mystery to the
ordinarily prosaic transactions of business.
Textile manufacturers are accepting

orders that usually are much more direct.One day last week one commissionhouse in New York accepted
a contract directly from the British
government calling for $800,000 worth
of woolen underwear and sweaters, to
be delivered before March 15 next.
This contract was divided between
three different hosiery mills.

It is significant that this particularorder was for a million dollars' worth,
but the American agents could not find
mills in position to accept more than
80 per cent of the whole order for
such early delivery. All of the hosierymills concerned will be run twentyfourhours a day at full capacity until
the order is completed. That portion
not accepted probably will be reorderedon the basis of later delivery.Another order, given the same day,covered 350,000 blankets. The averageprice was s.tid to be over $3 each. Sinc#»
the dyestuff situation does not enterlargely into the manufacture ofblankets, the mills have accepted theseorders eagerly and are now occupiedto their full capacity for the next three
or four months

j While th$ woolen mills are those beiing speeded up to their utmost, theI cotton textile business is not so fortu.A
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saloon and waits for prey is a cross
between a victim of St. Vitus' clanc.
and a hundred-yard dash. And in adIdltion to this the gentleman of the
poolroom is handicapped by being, in
most cases, entirely sober. Stacked
up against the poolroom watcher th'
Egyptian sphynx becomes a giddy old
girl.
While he was meditating upon the

strange avocations of mankind the Observer'sattention was drawn to a short
little man \s :io wo: e a pair ol to -t
shell eyeglasses and an air of deter|mination characteristic of Theodore
Rcosev'lt, John L. Sullivan and other
aggressive characters.
The Observer watched him in bewildermentas he placed one knee,

upon the pool table and laid out flat
with his cue stretched out straigh'
before him. At first the Observer
thought he had forgotten where h
was and was preparing to retire f>r
the night.
The little man's opponent was scornful.
"Watcher think this is?" he asked

"Do you think it's a gymnasium exerciseor a pool game?"
»

t yoV int,erruPt me," gasped the
uuic man, until i maKe this shot."
"Interrupt you!" excl imed the other

man. "Sav. you're interrupting yourselften times more than I ever can."
He paused. Then he bellowed:
"Put one foot on that floor!"
The little man straigthened himself

and faced his foe ferociously."I had it on the floor!" he yapped."You didn't!" contradicted his friend."You had one knee on the table and
the other foot six inches from the floor.
In a minute you'd have crawled ontothe center of the table."

v
* *

Here was another rule! The Obr

nate. In the very beginning of the war
huge orders for tent cloth and other
war materials made of cotton were
placed here, but in the last two weeks
there has been a falling off of this demand.This is accounted for in two
ways: One is that the uncertain priceof cotton leads the governments to
postpone purchases until the latest possiblemoment; and the other is that for
the approach of the winter effort will
be made to house the soldiers in dugouts,cabins or in some other mannerthan in tents.

j?

* *
The wheat and flour trade with the

European nations is tremendous. During
one week's time

Wheat and Sweden is reported
r,, m , to h a v e ordered±h>ur Trade. iso.000 barrels Of

flour from St. Louis and Evansville.
Chicago accepted an order for luO.OOO
barrels for Turkey and 50,000 for
Greece. Italy is reputed to have bought,
for this same week, 1,000.000 bushels of
wheat in Chicago, and at the same time
England and France purchased 1,500,000bushels in the same market.
Thus fa»* the export sales of wheatgjid flour from this year's wheat cropare estimated at between 1 ^o.000.000and 140,000,000 bushels, or nearly one-half of the available surplus of 300,000,000bushels. More than 00,000,000bushels have, been actually fixnnrtpd.

This means that the United States hassold more wheat abroad during the threemonths since the harvest than it usuallyexports in an average season of a full
year.

"Dickensy" Names.
From the London Chronicle.
"Dickensy" names are to be discoveredin the most unlikely localities, as

those whose travels take them to Burgundymay have discovered. In Maconthere is a Hue Dombey, which,
apart from its name, is worth exploringfor the sake of one or two fifteenth
century timber houses with most
quaintly carved fronts. And by a
strange coincidence, on the banks of
the Saone. about seven miles out of
Macon, there is a village called Boz.
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3erver pondered. Why shouldn't the s

little man take both feet off the floor y
if he wanted to? He was paying part y
of the expenses. If he wanted to put tj
his feet on the table, why should his
opponent object? The only legitimate o

kick that the Observer could see was °

from the proprietor. t
Certainly it was the proprietor's p

table and not the player's. However,
the little man played the shot with
one foot on the floor. The Observer
lost faith in him after that. By this r
man's tortoise-shell eyeglasses the Ob- y
server knew him for what he was.a jhide-bound slave of convention. ,

Further down the room a game of "

bottle pool was in progress. In- t
stinctively the Observer understood t
where this game received its name. It
was named after the young man in
the pink and white shirt who shot
second. His three other companions
were shooting at the balls with the
earnestness that told of a wager pre- .

viously put up. Not so with the man
in the pink shirt. He was a blithe.
care-iree sort ot a man. tie would
take his shot and miss by anywhere
from one to three feet. Then he would
strangle back to where the others J
were standng and limply loop an arm
over the shoulder of each. *
"A li'l harmony," he would urge

pleadingly. "Jes' a li'l harmony. Jes' a I
lil "

He would remember the purpose of 1
the occasion and his voice would rise *
to the rafters as he delivered that r
haunting melody: "The O-o-o-ola
O-o-o-oaken Bu-hucket.th' I-i-i-hiron r
Bound B-u-u-u-uhucket." r
If the melody was haunting, the

young man's rendition was three times I
more so. It was like the soft cry of \
the pterodactyl when it flies aloft of a

CHURCH ORGANIST PLAYS U
'LONG WAY TO TIPPERARY'!*

e
cShocks Many Communicants by In- d

troduction of War Melody. \
\Others Moved to Tears. \
r
c

Correspondence of the Associated Press. £LONDON, October 12.."It's a Long,
Long Way to Tipperary" is upsetting
staid old England quite as completely
as "Hot Time" outraged tl*-* senslbilitiesof esthetic Americans at the r
time of the Spanish-American war. t
"Rule Britannia" and "God Save the fl

King" do very well for non-combatants z

who don evening clothes and pass a
patriotic evening watching Sir Beer- t
bohm Tree's "Drake," but the hundreds y
of thousands of recruits and territori- 11

als have little taste for the solemn ^hymns and have popularized "Tippera- g
ry" by whistling it and singing it in s
the city streets, along country roads
and in the big concentrations camps.

Has Varying Effect. F

Recently a war service was held at
Tyler's Green Church, in London, and n

many strait-laced communicants d
were shocked because the organist v

played "Tipperary" as a closing vol- c
untary. But hundreds of communicants d
were moved to tears !>v «wincrin«r o

march tune which Tommy Atkins has "

adopted in spite of squeamish persons
who would force more decorous airs II
upon him. ^
The organist at Tyler's Green estab- £lished a precedent which is far-reach-

ing, and the favorite air of the recruits ^is finding a place in the hearts of com- cposers, who are giving it dignified $variations and offering it the honor ^place in medleys of patriotic airs ar- rranged for sacred Concerts.
A prominent clergyman, discussing gthe protests against "Tipperary" as a b
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ummer evening and croons to its a
oung.
Bottle pool? Yes, indeed. That ^
oung man's middle name was bot- Cl
e. Nothing could quench his spirits. QBy now the Observer ha<l had his fill Qf pool. He decided to adjourn to an- ather room, where the sounds of thuneroriginated. Even before he reached
he alleys the boom of a mighty artilerybattle reached him. jj

* c;
* *

Just as the Observer entered a dranaticincident met his eye. A spare v

oung man with a disheveled mop of q
lack hair had hurled a small ball
lown the alley like a bullet. It struck P
he pins like an avalanche, sending chem flying in every direction.an ex- v
dosion of wooden shrapnel. s
From the center of the carnage there g
aipe a feeble squawk of astonishment c
Lnd alarm.
"By George, I got him," said the mop- v

laired young man/ savagely.
The pinboy, rubbing one shin, called r
o tne Dowier m hurt accents: c

"Mistah," accused the pinboy, "you d
lidn't let me git outer de way befo'
ou heaved dat ball." °

The pinboy was nursing a sense of .

irofound injury.
"I thought you had gotten aside," reiliedthe bowler, sullenly.
"All de same," said the pinboy, in
iroken tones, "one of dem pins done
lit mah shin. I'se got tender shins,

nistah."
"You ought to be more careful," ad- 5
nonished the mop-haired man's oppo- $
lent. ^The- bowler who had bagged the pin- 5
>oy cracked under this suggestion. He 5
vent all to pieces.
"So ought he!" roared the bowler. "It

une to be used in churches, said:
Really, these superior people might
Irop their nonsense at such a time of
lational peril. I would like to point
ut to them that a tune which is good
nough on a dark, damp night to cheer
iur brave men on to almost certain
leath in their heroic endeavors to save
heir country and the honor of their
vomenfolk is surely good enough with
vhicli to end a church service. Persons
vho possess imaginations and hearts ^
nust be moved by such a human sort ^>f tune.a tune which means so much 5
o the young Englishmen who are real- $
y defending the nation's honor." i

Training- Camps Lack Bands.
$Most of the camps where recruits are i

n training lack organized bands. The ^apidity of the recruiting and the great 5
ax upon the resources of the war of- ^
ce have not admitted of band organi- $ation. However, nearly every com- ^
any has a few musicians who play $fes or harmonicas, and "Tipperary" is
he tune invariably heard as the ^oungsters move along on practice ^marches. If instruments are lacking ^he men whistle the rousing tune, for 3t has been demonstrated that it is a ^rood "whistler." Even the least mu- ^ical can sing or whistle the air. 3

. |The Hearts in Men. |
torn the Detroit News. ^
Two river-front wanderers uncere- ^aoniously leaped into the river Thurs- ^lay to rescue an unfortunate woman ^t-ho took her own life. s
Whether or not these men were out- ^asts we cannot know. The report S
idn't attempt to furnish a description §f them. But little as their own lives ^night be worth, they did not hesitate 3o offer what they had. ^
On the river front one may daily see 3ittle evidences of heroism among the $iscarded members of society and the ^efuse of humanity. Under tattered Jlothes and seared features beats many ^heart which would freely spare its 3lood for others more unfortunate. A 55hild falls in; the river and it is a rare Jay when a dozen dock wallopers won't 5
egin shedding their coats for the ^
escue.
It is almost as difficult to kill the :>
;ood in men as it is to suppress the 3iad. §

.By Pop.
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MQ BALLS S
a thundering fine thing to tell me to ten:
careful. How about him? He hasn't pinj

t one of those duck pins in the proper pjn
ace for me all this evening. What
ance have I got when he sets the a ®

amed pins up like a picture puzzle mal

stead of like tenpins. How can I " seq'
Down at the other end of the alley alle
e pinboy was still rubbing his shin. eve
e apostrophised the duckplns.
"Heah I is," said the pinboy, sadly.
ruckin' hard fo* mah tip, and den dat Qf
hite man he heaves de ball at me. jns,
oan't see why I should stand fo'
Lvin' things throwed at me." ren
He rubbed his shin again. of
rhetopponent of the mop-haired man
ive him a little sound advice. you
"Try bowling down the gutter," urg- whf
the opponent. "The trouble with you nov

that ydu have concentrated your pin
agnificent faculties in an effort to t
ay on the alley. If you resolve to vie

ay in the gutters each time, I figure, his
ta reverse of the process, "1
tat you will make a strike or a spare "Y<
rery time." D

* see

* *
Across the way, in alley No. 3, the

bserver espied the colonel; a small all«
;avy-set man, with a tremendous "]
»ad, features like Napoleon and a

;ad of hair like William Jennings
ryan. The colonel grripped a* ball p

:>out as big as himself. He was in

utching it with the desperation born
' discouragement. As the Observer

pproached the colonel let fly, and the ser

ill, after striking the alley with a

trriflc thump, wandered toward the

ins in an erratic, bibulous way. sar

You could fairly hear the colonel the

ray as the ball wabbled along. He 'ee

anted, with all the overwhelming dereof an ambitious man, to hit some- ne<

ling. abi

Why should the fates deny us the

lings we deem most precious? Is cra
lere some animate power which deems str
s children, and doles out only those boi

lings which it believes are for our

ood?
Here was the colonel, a man who can

o out any day in the week and win a er

iw case, offering petitions to the hei
imparts of the higher world that he Th
light hit just one little pin. He did
ot ask for a strike or a spare. If he
>uld only hit something! He got
own on his hands and knees. If he wi!
ad been a Mohammedan, he would
ave produced a prayer mat and talked coj
s man to man with Allah.
Half way down the alley the ball
imbered off into the gutters, and the bo1
olonel, arising with a sigh, brushed sta
ff his knees and started to select an- jj
ther ball. The Observer spoke to him
nd the colonel replied, wearily. sei

"Why do you work like that?" asked E
be Observer. He
VI am reducing," panted the colonel, pri
/ting another of the thlrteen-inch pu
annon balls.
*""" * "olfA/l fha Hhaorvor alo
I OUT eK"uam. aot«v.w «.v .. .~

"My weight," sa'd the colonel. He mi
fas too dispirited to take offense. bel
"Have you hit anything yet?" in- sta
uired the Observer. ba!
The colonel eyed his score. It was a 1
erfect blank. wa
"It is only the third frame," said the ma

olonel, defensively. Then he added, wh
Hth the eagerness of a child who wi
eeks encouragement: "In the third "

ame back I made three strikes in sue- ba<
ession." an
"How far down the alley did you I
ralk?" asked the Observer. wli
"You are strong on conversation," jjk
esponded the colonel. "Take off your up
oat and see what you can actually j
o." Ob
"I don't like to take advantage of an ma
Id man," soothed the Observer. p
"Come on," snapped the colonel.
We'll begin a new game." mfi

* wl
* * an

Now to the Observer the theory of
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pins was as an open book. Ducksare different. But In tenplna each
Is the slse of Cleopatra's needle
the balls take up about all the renin§r space on the alley and conuently,if one keeps the ball on the
y, one must make a clean sweep
ry time.
> be sure there are little difficulties
>e overcome. Each ball has a couple
holes bored in It and the howler
»rt8 his finders In these before he
fsi hie chv- Tin mttu* 1.1....I

c.j. u. i iic nuivu ftii'i
iove his finders before he lets gothe ball or injury may befall him.
»n a strike loses Its glamour when
come to realize that two Angers,ich formerly belonged to you. are

v scattered somewhere among the
s.
he Observer briefly outlined his
ws on bowling whHe he removed
coat and vest.
3on*t talk," replied the colonel.
>ur first shot."
eliberately and easily, as he had
n\ other bowlers do. the Observer»cted the largest ball in the rack.
5 larger the ball the more thingsi hit with it. He advanced to tho
»y and prepared to aim.
Better chalk your shoes," warnedcolonel.
[ never bother about those littlengs," replied the Observer lightly,irst the Observer poised the ballmidair. Then he swuntf it backrdin a vast parabolic sweep. H«(hed forward wildly. He let go.he result was a surprise to the Obverand the colonel alike. EludingObserver's masterful irrip, the ballled with a lightness that was astoningin a thing so heavy. At thene moment the Observer reachedslippery part of the alley and hist. like independent, unintelligentlies, leaped outward and upward,ere they became entangled with his*k. The Observer sat down asuptly as if the floor had Ween pulledm under him. To his last day heII remember vividly the grindingsh as his spine curled up and thenaightened out suddenly like a whale*le.

*
* *

Sr-r-rumph!" exclaimed th<* Aham***.
confusedly. In the distance he

ird a voice. It was the colonel'*,
e colonel was talking:. He waqiearing picturesquely.
Huh?" said the Observer in a baIderedvoice.
If you don't like me." said the
onel excitedly, "come outside and
ht as man to man. Don't throw
wling balls at my head! I won't
md for it. You ought to be "

explained where and what the Ob
verought to be.

>azedly. the Observer rose to his feet.
looked around owlishly. The proetorhad retrieved the ball and was

tting it back in the rack.
He'd better practice somewhere
e," announced the proprietor deternedly."He'll have to learn to bowl
Pore he can come here. I won't
ind for anybody trying to play base
11 in my bowling alley."
'he Observer went home. On his
.y he meditated the advice of the
m with the mutton-chop whiskers
10 had departed from the church
th certain moneys.
Young man," the heavy voice came,
ck to him. "never go in poolrooms
d bowling alleys."
t didn't seem reasonable. Thoae
iom the Observer had met had bean
able, pleasant men. They didn't lire
to expectations.

'hen a great light burst upon the
server's mind. The mutton-chopped
in was right!
oolrooms and bowling alleys help to
the nether regions because of the

inifold possibilities of sudden death
lich the beginner offers to himself
d others!
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